The hijiory 

gufby degree Hand in authentique place : 

Take but degree away,vntune that thing. 

And hatke what difeord foliowes,each thing melts 
In mecre oppugnancieithe bounded waters 
Should lift their bdfomes higher then the fhorcs. 

And make a fop of all this folid globe: 

Strength fhould be Lord of imbecilitie. 

And the rudefonne fhould ftrike his father dead. 

Force fhould be right orrather right and wrong, 

(Tietweene whofe enJlejfe iarre Iufiice recipes ) 

Should loofe their names, and fo fhould luflice to ? 

Then euery thing include it felfe in power. 

Power into wilfwill into appetite, 

And appetite an vniuerfall VVoolfe, 

fSo doubly feconded with will and power ) 

Muft makeperforce an vniuerfall prey. 

And laft eatevp himfelfe. 

Great Agamemnon, 

This chaos when degree is fuffocate, 

Followes the choaking. 

And this negle&ion of degree it is, 1 

That by a pace goes backward with a purpofe 
It hath to clime. The generalls dil'daind. 

By him one ftep below, he by the next. 

That next by him beneath, fo euery ftep, 

Exampl’d by the firft pace that isfick 
Of his fuperior,growes to an enuious fcaucr 
i Of pale and bloudlefle emulation. 

And ’tis this feauer that keepes Troy on foote, 

Not her owne finnews. To end a tale of length, 

Troy in our wcaknefle ftands not in her ftrength. 

Nefior, Moft wifely hath Hides here difeouerd, 

Th c feuer whereof all our power is fick. 

Agantm.Vnt natureof the ficknefTe found Miles 
What is theremedie ? 

Vlifet,T\\e great Achilles whom opinion crownes. 

The finnow and the fore-hand of our hofte, 

Hauing his care full of his ayrie fame, 

Gt0 


ofTroylut andCreJfeida. 

Growes dainty of his worth, and in his Tent 
Lies mocking our defignes.* with him Patroclut 
Vpona lazie bedtheliue-longday, 

Breakcs fcurrellicfts. 

And with ridiculous and fillie aSion, 

Which (flandererjhe Imitation calls. 

He pageants vs. Some-time great Agamemnon^ 
Thy topi elfe deputation he puts on, 

And like aftrurting Player, whofe conceit 
Lyes in his ham-ftringjand doth thinke it rich 
To beere the woodden dialogue and found, 

Twixt his ftretcht fpoting and the fcoafFollage, 
Such to be pitied and ore-refted feeming. 

He acij thy greatnefle in.' And when he fpeakes, 
Tis like a chime a inending, with termes vnfquare. 
Which from the tongue of roaring Tiphon dropt. 
Would leemc hiperboles,at this fuftieftufFe, 

The large Achilles on his preft bed lolling. 

From h s deepe cheft laughes out alowd applaufc. 
Cries excellent ; ’tis Ag memnon right. 

Now play me Nejlorjntm and ftroake thy beard. 
As he being dreft to fome Oration, 

That’s donejas heere as the extreme!! ends 
OfparaIells,aslikc as Vulcan and his wife.* 

Y et god Achilles ftill cries excellent, 

Tis Nefior right : now play him me Patroclut , 
Arming to anfwer in a night alarme. 

And then fbrfooth the faint defects of age, 

Muft bethe ffiaenc of 'myrth,to coffe and fpit, 

And with a palfie fumbling on his gorget. 

Shake in and out the riuet.and at this fport 
Sir valour dyes, cryes O enough Patroclut , ! » 

Or giue me iibbs of fteele, I fhall fplit all 
In pleafure of my fpleene,and in this fafhion, 

AH our abilities.guifts, natures fhapes, 

Seueralls and generalls of grace exaift, 
AtchiuementSjplots.r-rdersjpreuentions, 
Excitements to the field,or fpeech for truce, 



